All his luggage lay in the weaving-house, and he chung
out' wherever he could. One day, a wind came and
blew away his Modern Review. After that, we were com-
pelled to make some arrangement for him in our own
huts.

It was evening. We were all gathered for prayer.
Bapuji asked Mahadevbhai for a letter which he had
received from someone. Mahadevbhai, unfortunately,
had torn it up and flung it in the waste-paper basket.
He rose at once, and started hunting in the basket for
the torn bits. It was no joke finding them! Bapu said:
6'Let it go. I can manage without it." But Mahadevbhai
was not to be beaten so easily. He over-turned the basket
on the ground, and carefully picked out each bit of that
letter. Bapu was really annoyed. He said: "What on
earth are you doing, Mahadev? People have come for
prayers, and the prayers are held up because of you.
I tell you, I can manage without it." Mahadevbhai took
no notice whatever; he started putting the bits together
in their proper places. His brow was wet with perspi-
ration. Finally, the whole letter was pieced together and
a copy made. And then Mahadevbhai came and joined
in our prayers.

This was Mahadevbhai's standard of stern efficiency
and unswerving loyalty, and he maintained it till his
last breath.

64